
Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



166 The American Journal of Nursing 

during the winter, the actual tax on her capacities was much greater and 
thus made her work proportionately more enjoyable. She was not infre- 
quently called on to exercise all the functions of the absent doctor. 

Nine-years' experience has shown how well they have succeeded. 
Any possible monotony is relieved by occasional calls for her services at 
a distance from the hospital. She has then to trust herself to dog-team 
and komatik, over snow-covered hills and frozen arms of the sea, or to 
don snowshoes and fur robes and tramp through wood and dale to 
wherever she is needed. Thus, on one occasion Nurse Carwardine trav- 
elled as far as St. Paul's Eiver and back on the Gulf of St. Lawrence, 
when diphtheria was raging. She covered a distance of two hundred 
miles. And the nurse should know how to handle a boat in summer as 
well as a dog-team in winter in Labrador. 

Odd times are filled up in the mission-room with classes for all ages 
and sexes, for instruction in everything and anything, from the three K's 
through cooking and needlework to mothers' meetings and Sunday-school 
classes. By visiting from house to house she can do much to make life 
happier and brighter for those around her. Every year scattered friends 
have been good enough to remember these out-of-the-world people with 
discarded toys, books of all sorts, second-hand garments, and varieties of 
odds and ends, all of which find a place in a country like this. The over- 
sight and distribution of these fall eagerly to the nurse. She thus mixes 
the functions of Dorcas, Grace Darling, Miss Nightingale, and others. 
If ever there were an office of " Pooh Bah" occupied by a woman, it seems 
to me it must be that of hospital nurse to the Labrador Medical Mission. 



HOW CHRISTMAS CAME TO THE WARD 

By LAURA E. COLEMAN 
Boston City Hospital 

She was a little girl of eleven years, made far older, however, by 
contact with life and its hardships, but beneath all lay the hopes and fears 
of a little child, as yet an unproved dream. 

Until after her serious operation she was very uncomfortable, so we 
were not at first surprised when the interest which always greeted our 
efforts at making our little patient comfortable and happy was not shown. 

The only child in a ward of women, we hoped to find in her the 
necessary bit of sunshine which only the presence of a loving little child 
can lend to a ward ; but despite our most earnest efforts to win a smile, 
her responses were monosyllabic and the tone more abrupt than polite. 
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Surely we must win her by persistent love and kindness. By degrees 
we purchased her confidence with a bit of bright ribbon for her hair or 
a pretty picture. 

" Shall the ribbon be blue or pink ?" we smilingly asked. 

" Ain't going to have none," she replied with a wistful glance. 

" Yes, indeed, you are, and I think pink the very color you like." 

Then for the first time a suspicion that we really meant it dawned 
in the serious brown eyes. 

The ribbon was pink, and was quickly followed by a pretty blue one, 
until she slowly came to believe in our word of honor and us. 

As Christmas drew near we tempted her to be more patient when 
her painful dressing was done by telling her stories of Christmas and 
Santa Claus, and the reward that awaits all good boys and girls at that 
beautiful season, but on this point her credulity was not easily won. 

The interest in her conversion became general, and a kindly doctor 
even looked up the wide fireplace near her bed to see if dear old Santa 
Claus could get down with his pack of dolls and toys. 

When he declared that, though there was no snow for the sleigh and 
reindeers, the dear old chap would surely come, perhaps even in an auto- 
mobile, she became intensely interested and her faith grew rapidly. 

A few days later, however, we found she had grown quiet and sad. 
After some coaxing as to the reason, she said with a half sob, " There 
ain't no Santa Claus, 'cause the other boys and girls said there was and I 
hung up my stocking lots of times and never got nothing in it." 

Then we found that she had never even possessed that joy of joys to 
a little girl, a doll. 

Every patient became interested. The aged helped to raise her expec- 
tations by tales of the Santa Claus whom they had known in the happier, 
long-ago days, while the younger convalescents begged to do something to 
help us make a little girl truly happy, and to establish her faith in the 
good old saint. 

We made a stocking of canton-flannel as wide as the materia! and 
proportionately long, the sewing being done by a young woman who had 
reached the luxury of three pillows. She embroidered it prettily in red 
with " Merry Christmas" and the name, " Veronica." 

Each one vied with the other to make this a truly happy Christmas 
to our now expectant little girl. The nurses each contributed a doll and 
toys, and the house doctors came forward with their offerings of jumping- 
jacks, books, and dolls. 

Then came the dressing of those pretty dolls. Interest ran high. 
Screens were placed round the beds of the willing seamstresses, for our 
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little patient had now progressed to a wheel-chair, and the eager air of 
the ward filled her with great curiosity. 

From these loving hands soon evolved shimmering, fairy-like gowns 
in pink and blue with trains and frills enough to gladden the heart of any 
little girl. There were dolls of all sorts, brown-eyed, blue-eyed, black, 
and Japanese, while some even opened and closed their beautiful eyes. 

The stocking was a leviathan, and how we enjoyed filling it ! A com- 
plete suit of clothing, generously furnished by the hospital, from little 
house-slippers to dainty wrapper, books, toys, ribbons, oranges, candy, and 
dolls ! dolls ! dolls ! filled it to overflowing, so the most beautiful dolls 
were pinned on the outside of the wonderful stocking. 

After lights were out all the nurses joined in hanging the stocking 
beside the fireplace, amid the expectant hush of all the patients, whose 
hearts were filled with the true Christmas spirit, " Good- will to men." 

Who can describe the joy of our little hospital child when morning 
revealed this marvel of beauty in place of the tiny black stocking she had, 
half doubtingly, hung there the " night before Christmas !" but when she 
read in large letters her name, "Veronica," all doubt as to its ownership 
was dispelled. 

Then came the beautiful Christmas-tree in the children's ward, 
which she also attended; but by this time her joy was too deep for ex- 
pression, though her arms were filled with more books and another doll 
to love. 

After this came the dinner, with its snowy linen, pretty flowers and 
holly, heaps of oranges and grapes, jellies, and the never-to-be-forgotten 
turkey, which she was really too happy to enjoy. 

The climax was reached when the singers came, and with them a real 
Santa Claus dressed in red trimmed with white fur, and wearing a long 
white beard. He stopped and spoke to her, giving her pictures and holly, 
and passed out to the jingling of the sleigh-bells on his restless reindeers. 
Her faith was now fully established in Christmas and Santa Claus. All 
hearts were quietly happy, and we felt that Christmas had truly come to 
the ward through the joy of one little child. 
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